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By tills one bloodie triall of /barpc warre. 

I . Z«r^Euery mans confciencc is a thoufand fvvords 
To flghi againft that bloody homicide. 

‘i. Lor, t doubt notbuthisfriends will file to vs. 
l.Lor. Hehathnofriends.butwho arcfiiendsfcrfcarf 
Which in his greatcft need will flirinkc from him, ’ 
Rich, All for our vantage, then in. Gods nam^ march, 

True hope is fwift, and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods,and meaner creatures kings. 

£>rter K.Rich4rd,lfiirff.RatcAfeX4tetij,mth others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, cuen^here in Bofworth field 
Why how now Gatcsby,why lookeft thou fo fad? ' 
Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 
Norffblke.comc hither# 

Norffolke.we muft haneknockes,ha,muft we not i 
Nor. We muft both giue and take, ray gracious Lord, 
Vp with ray tent there, here will 1 lyc to night, 
i?ut where to morrow ? well all is one for thatt 
who hath deferied the norober of the foe? 

Nor, Sixeor feuen thoufand is their greateft number^ 
Why our battalion trebt Is that account, ■ /. 
Befides, the kings name is a tower off rength, 

Which theyypop tbcadiierfcpartie want ; 

Vp with my tent there, valiant gentk men. 

Let Ys, furuey the vantage of theiisld, 

Call for.fome men of found direflion, 

Lets want no difcjplinejmake no delay, 
ForLordsjtoroorrowisabiifieda.v, SxestnU 

Bnur Richmond rrith the L ords, 

Rich.'Xhc Wcarie Sunnehath made a golden feate, 

And by the bright trackc of his fieiieCarrc, 

Giues fignal! of a goodly day to morrow : 

Where is fir William -ffr3ndon,hcftia11 bearc my ftanderd, 
Tlic Earle of Pembrooke keepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine51unt,bcare my good night to him, 

And by the fccond hourc in the mormng, 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more,good 51unt before thou goeft, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarterd,doeft thou knovv # 

.g/w»/,V.id(s /baucpiiflan€his colours much. .:WhjcA- 
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well I am aflured 1 haue not doncj 
j.{js reotment liethhalfca mile at Icaft, 

South the mightie power of the king. 

Rich, /fwithoutpcrillitbepoffiblc. 

Good captain Blunt bcaremy good night to him. 

And ‘^inc him from me, this moll needful fcrowlc. 

S^Ht. Vpon my life my Zord, /Ic vndcr take it 
Rich, Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue me fome /nkc and paper in my tent, 

/Ic draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limit each leader to his fcuerall charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength: 

Cdme.lct vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefte. 

Into our tent, the aife is rawc and cold. 

enter K.^RJchard^NorfRatcdfijCateth;, 

King- What is a cloclce i 

' is fixe ofihc docke,fuirfupper time. 

King, / will not fup to night, giue me feme /nkc & paper, 
W^natismy beuercaflcrthcn itwas? 

And all my armor laid into my tent? 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are inTcadincuc. 

King. Good Norfeke hie thee to thy charge* 

Vfe carefull watch, chufc truftic Ccntincll. 

Nor. IgoemyLord, vt rc ,i 

King, i’tur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norftoike, 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

K«»^. Catesbie, 

Rat. My Lord. 

King, SendoutaPiirfcuantatarmcs 
To Stanleys rcgement,bid him bringhii power 
Seforc Sun rifing, Icaft his fonne George fall 
/nto the blindc caue of etcrnall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the ficldto morrow, 

Looke thet ray ftaues be found and not too heauy RatHffic. 
Rat. My Lord. . 


Rat. 


Thoma# the Earle of Sjurrey and himfelfc, 
Much about Cockfhut timc»frora troupe to troupe 




